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while the old man's laughter began to subside, and
he regained sufficient control to make himself in-
telligible.
"Well, weD/' he said, "well, well, I'm not the Lord
Buddha, my son. Well, well. D'you see that?
He touches my feet as though I were the Lord
Buddha himself. I have never seen that before,
and I have seen many strange things. I am become
a holy man; well, well." Here again he was over-
come with silent laughter.
"Do not laugh, father," said Silindu. "Why do
you laugh? Is it lies that you told me just now?"
The other became serious again at once.
"Lies? No, no. I do not tell lies. Aiyo, it is
all true. But what was it you were saying just
then? Ah, yes. You were afraid, afraid of the
hanging and the punishment, and of the next birth.
Too late, you said, too late for the path. My son,
it is never too late to acquire ^>erit. Perhaps they
will hang you, perhaps not. Wno can say? It
matters little, for it will be as it will be. T do not
think it will hurt very much. And before that, it
is possible for you to acquire much merit. It will
help you much in the next birth. You must medi-
tate: you must think of holy things. Here are holy
words for you to learn." He repeated a Pali stanza,
and tried to make Silindu learn it. It was a dif-